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TO CATCH A MURDERER 


By John Roberts 


NE thing you've got to remember/' 
" Sergeant Harkneas was saying, "to 
catch a murderer you've got to use plenty of 
good, old-fashioned common sense!" 

Detective Roy Bolden fidgeted in the wooden 
chair, feeling a little lost without his stiff 
patrolman's uniform. The .38 in the shoulder 
holster under his tweed sport jacket was an 
unfamiliar burden after two years of the com- 
forting feel of a .45 swinging on his hip. But 
it was his first day in the new department, and 
he knew the ruddy-faced sergeant could pass 
on some valuable tips. So the rookie listened 
attentively. 

Harkness shifted his bulk and leaned forward. 
"Above all," he declared, pounding his desk 
with a beefy palm, "forget all this Sherlock 
Holmes Stuff you've been seeing in the movies. 
I've been on the force for thirty years, and I've 
sweated over every murder case I ever handled. 
. It takes plenty of honest-to-goodness leg work 
to break a case, and don't let anybody tell you 
different!" 

"Yes, sir," Detective Bolden replied, not 
daring to venture an opinion of his own. The 
tall young ex-GI had learned a lot since he 
had traded a khaki uniform for a blue one, 
mainly by keeping his mouth shut at the proper 
time. And this was definitely one of those times. 

Observing that he had an appreciative audi- 
ence. Sergeant Harkness became expansive. He 
hooked his thumbs in the armholes of his vest 
and balanced his chair on two rear legs. "You 
see, son," he intoned as if before a classroom, 
"murder is a funny business. Not funny like a 
joke, but queer. What I mean is, a guy who 
commits murder is off his trolley somewhere 
along the line. So to spot him, you've got to" 
spot the place where he got derailed." Sergeant 
Harkness cocked his massive head and threw 



his pupil a quizzical glance. "You follow me?" 

"I think so," began Bolden uncertainly, 
but . . ," 

The sergeant cut him off with a stab of his 
thick cigar. "Murder in this precinct is rare 
as frog's hair, so maybe we'd better go into 
something a little closer to home." Bolden list- 
ened with only one ear as the veteran officer 
rambled on. describing in minute detail the 
neighborhood of middle-income apartments, 
their respectable residents, and the monotonous 
routine calls on burglaries, car thefts, and sus- 
picious-looking characters. The younger man 
was busy with his own thoughts, reflecting 
how closely ideas he had picked up while pound- 
ing a beat paralleled the theories of Sergeant 
Harkness. The only trouble was, he had never 
had a chance to put them to work, and from 
what Harkness was saying, it was unlikely he'd 
get the chance in this quiet precinct. 

Abruptly, Harkness stood and clapped Bolden 
on the shoulder. "Well, that's enough for now. 
Just take it easy for a while. Look around the 
lock-up, study a few reports — make yourself 
at home!" 

After a cursory inspection tour, Bolden got 
out a sheaf of reports on cases marked "closed" 
and retreating to a quiet corner, leafed through 
them. He selected all the murder cases and 
these he perused with extreme care. At the end 
of an hour he put them down with a self-satisfied 
smile playing around the corners of his mouth. 
I was right! he ttjld himself. Sergeant Harkness 
was also right — a murderer is a person who 
has become "derailed" somewhere along the 
line — but the older detective hadn't carried out 
his reasoning to its logical conclusion. Detective 
Bolden had reasoned that a killer inevitably 
leaves a self-destructive signpost somewhere 
along the line which points directly to the de- 
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railment. Every one of the murder reports he 
had in his hand proved this point. 

Shortly after lunch. Sergeant Harkness burst 
into the room. "Come on, Bolden," he ordered, 
"you might as well start earning your pay 
now!" Silently, the young detective followed 
him out to the waiting squad car. As they 
threaded their way through the traffic, he ven- 
tured a question. "Not a murder case, is it. 
Sergeant?" 

Harkness shook his head, then relayed the 
information he had. The victim was Elijah 
Morton, a retired manufacturer of novelties. 
An elderly bachelor, he had lived all alone in 
his suite at the Hempsted Arms apartments. 
He had been found dead in a bathtub filled 
with water. Apparently, he had suffered a heart 
attack. • 

A short time later, the two men stood look- 
ing down at the body of the little white-haired 
man, as the medical examiner made his pre- 
liminary examination. "Some layout," comment- 
ed Harkness, as he glanced around the gadget- 
filled apartment with its indirect lighting and 
sliding doors that concealed book shelves and 
a private bar. 

In the bathroom, they found towels, shaving 
kit, and the victim's clothes laid out in neat 
cider. "No signs of violence," observed Bolden. 

"Should there be?" asked Harkness tartly. 
He went through the tile cabinets and medicine 
chest. "A guy's heart conks out while he's 
taking a bath. Happens every day." He led the 
way back into the living room. The medical 
examiner reported death due to heart failure, 
cautioning that a more complete report would 
follow the autopsy. "Could anything induce 
heart failure?" inquired Detective Bolden. 

The paunchy doctor pursed his lips. "Shock 
could do it." 

"Like turning on the cold water in a shower 
and having hot come out instead?" the young 
officer persisted. 

"Maybe. But Morton was a pretty tough guy. 
It'd take a bigger shock than that to stop his 
ticker." 

Still vaguely unsatisfied, Bolden poked about 
the apartment while Harkness questioned 
Emory Morton, the dead man's nephew and 


heir. Young Morton was quite broken up — or 
at least he's putting on a good act, Bolden re- 
flected. The nephew had called on his uncle at 
7:30 that morning to borrow some money 
knowing that the old man was an early riser. 
There was a blunt refusal, a few harsh words, 
and Elijah Morton had locked himself in the 
bathroom to settle the argument. 

"I heard him turn on the faucet and then the 
radio, and I left," concluded Emory. 

"What time was that?" asked Harkness. 

"I left the building at ten minutes to eight. 
You can check with the doorman. "When I re- 
turned this afternoon, hoping to find my uncle 
in a better mood, he was still locked in the 
bathroom. The doorman helped me break in 
the door, and we found him dead." 

Harkness rose to go, but Bolden had returned 
to the bathroom. He was leaning over the tub 
inspecting the radio built into the tile above 
the tub. "Now, what?" Harkness growled. 
"Still not satisfied?" 

"I was just thinking," said Bolden. "A short 
in the wiring of this radio could give a man 
a heck of a jolt, especially if he was standing 
in a tub of water. The shock might even cause 
heart failure!" 

Emory Morton blanched and nervously licked 
his lips. "I kept warning him it was dangerous," 
he stammered. "Maybe that's what happened 
today!" 

Ml OLDEN swung around to face the quaver- 
ing youth. "Morton. I arrest you on sus- 
picion of your uncle's murder 1 You might have 
gotten away with it except for one thing — after 
riggipg this radio to produce an electrical shock, 
you left the dial on a station that doesn't come 
on the air until eight o'clock in the morning. 
Your uncle couldn't have been listening to 
music in here when you left at 7:50!" 

"It seems to me," said Detective Bolden in- 
nocently, as they half carried the sobbing mur- 
derer down to the squad car, "that to catch a 
murderer, you've first got to know there's been 
a murder!" 

"Go soak your head!" snapped the red-faced 
sergeant. 

THE END 
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— and Daisy's 
famous handbook no. 2— 
both for "two bits" (that's, 
cowboy lingo for 25c !) 
money-maker may help you 
a Daisy in a few days. 
handbook no. 2 is a thick, 
combined cowboy-comic- 
sport-joke-science magazine 
...inside one pocket-size 
volume! Use Coupoi 
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Offers you page after page of money- 
making lips— whore nud [,ow to get 
pniiii nbk- spuvr ime .jobs— h« >■■■' to keep 
track of your earnings— red 
comic strip revealing how re 
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how to interest Dad in your plan., ... 
earn money for a Daisy— uianv ■>! hers. 
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Order on the Coupon below! 
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